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>; Tothe accompliſh's T rayellour, 
and Friend of the Muſes, 


VIILLIAM AUSTIN 
ESQU1RE. 


ENTRE hath worthy to enrich (> 
wh/e 4 mind ; you have given your 
"+ wow happy Conntrey } noo you 
*- returr'd) an eſsay of what iÞrs to 
2 from your Pen, by the Poems 
/ecrated to the immortal name © 
*» ſacred Majeſty, Sir, but that I 
world not make you bluſh at your ow 
"ue , 1 could tell you, how that 
$.cexs ſeem to have been deſign'd for 
"- exerciſe of your Pen, as the fitteſt 
--urt the beFF of that ſex, which 
11111and the whole world. T has that 
1: -rtainment of Queen Chriſtina of 
yden at Rome had Yoſt its beſt ſo- 
n lemnity 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory, 


lemmity, had not ſhe been famous by 
the large,but excellent Poem of yours, 
which ſo earneſtly the learned world' 
expeCts,and by me begs,that you wonld 


net deprive that. work; aud the world 


_ together of the light, But Su, ſince "*| 


you are the Ocean whence Wit ſprings, | 
juſtly you may expett- that other Wits  * 
ſhould pay their tribute in thankfull © | 
rivulets to your -greateſſe, To. you... | 
therefore theſe Poems run as your <| 
due : but, were they not of themſelves. |} 
things of worth, your name prefixed; | 
had made them ſo. For there cannoly. it 
want devotion to the building, where*: | 
the frontiſpiece challenges ſo great a \ 

reverence, as all the world williugly |. 

pays to your name, but moſt particto, 

larly "28 | , 

Your deyoted Servant :- : ; 


R.D. 


: 
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The Preface to the 

Reader, I 
ec Juſtly urge that common 
$73 excuſe for my ſelf, that 
> the importunity of - ſome of 
Sa) 2p m7 ingemoms Friends for- 
ced me to publiſh this Tercary of 
Plays : which are wrote with ſo much 
mngenuitie; that , though they were 
the Maſter-pieces of three . ſeveral 
Wits, yet for the continyed vein of 
vivacitie and ſpirit ., which runs 
through them, they ſeem to have been 
compoſed but by one head. That they 
are ns ſpurious off-ſpring, but the ge- 
nuine produtt of noble Parentage, each 
will confeſ:, wha views but with 4 


tranſitory eye the lineaments of their 


compeſure. Wherein, I can aſſure you, 
and your own judgement will tell you, 
they will finde nothing flat, low, 
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37 ſordid, zor pet any Aatnient, p:ft- 


| pol, 27 enchanted Language , fitter 


= 


art? Aelancholy Dems ) then 
to excite a modest {aughter : nay 
eves 1 the la of all, where bum- 
bait world, if ever,ve proper, zs ſo true 


4 D:corum ''s b ept, that I know not whe- 


ther any Piot was better ſuited with 
becoming lanzvage, or good language 


bet; wed ever On a better Plot. I had. 


ence a faucie, there being three of 
them, to have entitaled each to a par= 
_ ny. but when I conſidered, 
ow thoſe Goddefics were painted b 

= Anrtients hard-in hand, I was loth 
to doe them fo much injurie as to part 
__ aud 1 ceed there bernuT not a 

lay of them, wherein all the three 
_ are ho equally concerned, 1 
thought it beſt to Let them to ſtand 
ooddeſs-mothets S jointly for all three, 
7o "_ e Patronage , and your perus 


ſat, they are commutted, 


ww mile that queigt 7Prolozne; th* ere; Seas be. 
'. "wheel,  * © ©. * 267 50 5120 Da 
'Tis, Reader, my defign; youre totatgh;' © 4 
Our aim's in both alike 3 wie o'attain'* 1: - i wh 
Applauſe do ftrive', aridiget #privat&Zams © :57 
As cunning Fencers make at pays befow, ' ff 
When they intend to give the Head the blow! 
So we do humbly court your ears and eyes, 
While *tis your pu#/e we aim at for our prize. 
A Tlay's commended, if che Stage be full, 
And what Book fills pd!,*stiever connred dell. 
Thus do the A#s7's and Bookgilher vigiing 
Give the beff judgement ofthe Poer's brains: - | 
Then ne're enquire how theſe Plays have took). 
But buy them quickly,and commend the Book 


R, 'D. 


Ts bis worthy Friend M'R.F, upon bi; pus 
 Sliſhing his Ternary of Engliſh Plays. 


Believe me; Friend, wken t'other nighr you lene 
”"_ Plays ro read, 1 thought my time well 
pent ? | 
For, though1 would not pley my time away ,. - 
I would paſizime co read a well-penn'd Play, .. . 
Andſuch are yours, in which all things ſo fit 
Th'Decorum both-of F wdgement, and of Wit; 
That, though .nvpeſted yer, nor with epplauſe 
Or ated here orthere , the Comick Laws © 
Are in them ſo wel} kept, thar hence you may, . 
Were they all loſt, pick pler-forms fora Play, 
Nor need you doubt, in this our Comick Age, 
Welcome acceptance for them from the Stage: - 
For,if 'tis true the Proverb doth expreſs, 
Thar .*. He's beſt Prophes , who doth neareſt gueſs, 
This 1'le dare to foretell,although no Seer, 
That Thoray-. Abbey will out-date King LEAR ; 
And Caprain H 0 & his old Trade would give o're, 
When bis Play's ated , might he keep the Door; 
And whoin GRIM ſpyes not both wit and pains, 
Needs Rot:n's flayl ro beat it into's brains. 
But if in 2pebs ſo fine the /iſts chance ſhrink, 
When you compare them, ſomewhat; or you 
: think, 
That 1 Hyperbelize more then is fit: 
Excuſe my Fudgement, and accuſe my Wie. 
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7 A Trelude to 


THORNY-ABBEY. 


Enter a Fool with a Paper in hu hand for a Prologue. 


Fool. FJA! ha! T'me come now «t laff, or at 

4 firſs, which you will: for I am firſt here. 
D'ye call'ta Tragedy? ſo they tell me it is , and 
that no fools mult be in Tragedies : for they are ſe- 


7:05 matters, forſooth. But 1 ſay there may, and 


there muſt be fools in Tragedzes , and you call them 
Tragedies , or there will be no Tragedies. And 1 tell 
you more, they are all fools in the Tragedy ; and 
you are fools , that come ro ſee the Tragedy; and 
the Poez's a fool, who made the Tragedy, to tell a 
Story of a Kingand a Court , and leayea fool out 
on't; when in Tacy's,and Sominers's, and Patche's, 
and Arcber's times, my venerable Predeceſours, 
a fool was alwayes the Principal Verb; and, as I ſup- 
poſe, was [ſo roo long:brfore that; and, as I ſup- 
poſe, when Thorny biuil his Abtey too; I, and as 
Iſuppoſe, we ſhall. by his good leave, or wirth- 
Out it. :ontinue fo till to the end of the Chapter, 
But, now i ta'k of the, Prancipal Verb, | have a part 
to ſay to you, if the Promppter would come to tell 
me, when I am our, : 

Enter Prompter , and rakes the Fool's Paper , aud 

ſtands behind him. 

Fool. We're to preſent you - -——— ( Ha !haſhbe 
thinks 1 hve pigs in my belly.) 

Prompier. 5iczxah! go ont We're to preſent you --= 

Fool, 1 won*t haye't non-ſence We're to preſens 
904-- but I'le hav't I am to preſent you -———- - 

Prompter, And what ate you to preſent them, 
1 pray ? Fool, 

* 


"<A d IS 


The Prologue. 
Fool, A P-«a P--aP-- a Pick-pocket. 


Prompter: A fool's head ; are not you? « Picks ' 


pocket, quoth he ; a Prologue you mean. 

Fool. Why? 1 was ſure, it began with a P. And 
though you will have it a Prologue, I ſay, it is-2 
Pick pocket too, Iand a Picks pocket Prologue too : for 
ask um, if all their pockets be'nt the worſefor it, 


The-Prompter offers to ſtrike him , and he runs my 


Trompter. Though he's unready in's part, I dare 
ſay, 

We did hnned to bid you Welcome to our Play, 
What morche hid to tell you is his mind, 
I finde not by the Notes h'has left behind ? 
But within gather from their Rtudied partsg- 
And tiring-habits, they will uſe their arts, 
To thev: how Royal bloud's reveng'd when ſpilt, 
And THORNY- Abbey firſt came to be built 
A place for great devotion of much fame, 


| Which fince to Weſtminſter hath chang'd its name» 


Then , if you'l ſilent fir, and 2vmnor ſay, 


4 


_ The Aﬀors enter , and begin the Play. 


* The Epilogue to T horay: Abbey, 


AFtcr ſo grave a Scene, fince*twere not fit 
For to. uohinge your thoughts-with flaſby 
Wir ; | | je” 
Or when the King and Court in mourning's.clad 
For Thorny's death, that you aloue be glad 


| | 


[i The Prologues, | 


Left you approve your ſelves a kin to thoſe, 
Who ſooner then comply wich, Kings depoſe : 
Th'old Kermit's Do@tine only wee'l apply, | 
And teach you from-a Stage to learn ro dy, 
Whoſe Monumental Leſſon, though 't be rrue, 
That death betides to Men, and.*. Topers too, © 
Yet this one fayour we do hopeyou'l give, { 
— your Applauſe that this our Play may | 
ive. | 


— 


.*. Here the Candle: ave putting out. 


' . The Prologue to the 
MARRIAGE-BROAKER. 


|  Y ©u-whoareſeated, and for entrance pay j 
| I bid you hearty Well-come to our Play. 
. | A Play ſpari-new, and ne're yet on the ſcore 

| 

| 


For th'Poet's faults, or whar's che Aﬀtors more. 
We therefore hope *cwill pleaſe: and reaſon 
ood, C 


| 
Sinee 'tdoth preſent no tale of Robin Hood, | 
No muſty Story dreſs'd in Phraſes new ; ; 
And yet you'l finde in't Wit and Language to0. | 
Its ſabje(t is well known , a common Viceg 

Made up of Riot, and foul Avyarice: \ 
For when a Royſter ſpends his fair Eſtate, 

' 


 Andpenny-leſs*gins to repent too lace, 
His firft-fetch'd projet how again to thrive, 


Is caſt about how richly he may Wire, ; 
| This 


The Pyologues. 


This _ is broke to ſome, whoſe reaching 
its 
Can well contrive, and's conſcience wiinkled 
fits: 

Who, out of hope.to ſhare che prey;'abour 

Soon plods, and fiads the youth a Mifire's out; 

The rum ſooa made, they re n: onEs with all. 
cd: 

But haſty Weddings ſoon contention breed. 
Our Play lays open every wileans gin 
Whereby they coaks and draw the Feinales in : 
Then be atteat and ſince fore arm'd fore warn d, 
How co beware ſuch guiles may hence be leaca'd. 


. . The Prologue? to | 
GRIM the Collier of CROYDON. || 


you' re Well-come ; bu our Plot I darenot tell 01 
yee, i (BY 
For fear | f.ight a Lady With great belly: 
Or ſhould a Scold be *mong you, | durſt ſays. 
Shee'd make morewoik, then th'Devil, in he, i | 


_ Play. A 
Heard you not never how an Actor's wife, 


Whom he. fond fool, lov'd dearly as his life, 

Coming in's way did chance to get a jape, 

As he was tired in his Devil's ſhape, 

And how 4quivocal a generation - N 

Was then begor, and brought forth thereupon ? h i 
Le 
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The Drolegues, T 


Let it not fright you 3 this I dare to ſay, 
Here is no lecherous Devil in our Flay, | | 
He w1!l nor rumple Teg, nor Foan, nor Nan, | 
But ha's enoughar home to do with Marian; 
Whom he fo little pleaſes, ſhe in ſcorn 

Do: h teach his Devilſhip co wind the Horn. 

Bur if your children crywhen Robin comes, 
You may to ſtill chem bu» here Pears or Plums, 
Then 1: you quiet all, whoare come in, 

St. Dunſtan will ſoon entetg and begin. 


[] 
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Two M:rderers, 


Pages to the King.  APoft. 


_ The Perſons who , are repreſented in 
. - THQRNY-ABBEY, + f: 
P . 
| 


Sibert Earl of Couenry. 
Emma, his Wife, —k 
The Eart of Wiltſhire.” 

The KING, | 
Lucins, a Biſhoy., 4 | 
Prince Edmund,the King's Brother. . 
eA uns Daughter to old T horny, © 


Lotfter, old 7 horny's Man. | 4 En 
Joan, his Maid: | 7 
Old -T horny, . | 8b 


Mr, Woodford, his Coſen. 
Gaufre:d,an Attendant on Prince Ed- 
»urd, and his Pander, | 


The King's Guard. 


A Conſtable with Beadies attending, 


Chorus with dumb Shews, 

Two Citizens, over-ſeers of T hoyay's . 
W1ll. : 1 " 

Abbeſs of Haly-well, L " 

Edmund,the King's baſe Son by Az, LI 
old Thorny' $ Daughter. Si 


| "The Scene LONDON. 


' THORNY-ABBE 
E | Or 
The London Maid. 


| Ent. Sibert Earle of Coventry. Emma. The | 


' Earle of Wiltshire meeting them. 
*Fy Ood day and wellcom too my 
Lord of Filtfhire. 


Wilt. Moſt Noble Sibert , 
' Earle of Coventry , 


| —_ you, 
Sib. Is healighted ? | 


Our good King longes to ſee | 


\ WT 


Wilt. Yes Sir, & at your Caſtle-gare he ftands, 


Cloyd with Petitioners , from whoſe humble 
$ hands , 

He fils his own with papers of complaints, 

Scill promiſing redreſs and comfort to them. 

þ _—_— a right gratious Prince ; the fireof 
el] 

$Conſume the Slaves and their petitions, 

. For Siber: is not free from their complaints : 
I fear our ruines, ; 
Emma. Why fhould Sibert fear ? 

The King, nor all the Land can wrong thee here. 


Sib. A thouſand hearts muſt bleed firſt; harke | 


he comes, 
A Enter 


_ 


OT AI 


ll | 2 | THORNY-ABBEY. 


j ] . 'F 3 
i Enter Ring, Bishop, Prince 7dn:nd, Earle @: 
| of VViltshire, Attendants. ; { 
King. Oh me, good Heayens, what firange pe= | 
titions : 


Have theſe poor people here deliver'd us ? 
Command them all ro morrow here attend us, J 
Where we will anſwer their petjtions, | 1 
Renowned Sibert, Earl of Cover ry, F 
To you and your vertuous Lady here, | 8 
For ſom few dayes we muſt be troubleſome, BY 
I 
U 


Sib, Great King,my State,my Caſtle,ſelf & all 
Here in obedience at your feet ſhall fall. , 

King. We thank you both. | 
Come Brother Edmund take your place by us. 
Good Biſhop Lutizs,reſt your Reverend age: 
And you good Earle of Wil:ſhire counſells) * At 
To work the Commons ſafety of the Land , 


| | | And weigh all doubts with an impartial hand; Tl 
1 Only for this our reſolution makes Th 
A progreſs through the Land,with our own eyes | 4 


To lookethto the States inormityes, | 
Sib. *Twill be a deed worthy your eare and | Fo 


care. To 

King. So had'it need, good Sibert, for we here | Anc 

k intend 'Tha 

| To ſee the poor man's wrongs payd with redreſs; Þ E 
| And let not great theeyes ſwallow up the leſs, 

Wilt. Itis not well my Leige , for ſince you[ ſha 

came | {And 

From your Court at London fiill you ſee And 

Corruption like a loathiome leproſy To h 

Hath made the faire face of ag'd anceſtry Ki; 


Deform'd and hatefull. Temples,ereted only {You x 
To holy uſes, are now forthiift cyrnd into barneiThe 
and ſtables, | | = hat 


THORNY-ABBEY. ; 


| Edm. * Twerefit for to reform rhem. 
L | Royall Brother » ſuch ulcers found : 
{ Muſt needs be cut, leaft they corrupt what's 
ſound. 
King. Such & farre worſe the ſad complaints 
' here ſpeak ; 
But by my Crown we'le have them all remov?d. 
B:other, back you to London to your Earldom, 
And in our name,ſummon all the* Citizens 
Unto a generall Councill, and there make 
A ſtric't inquiry both of all offences, and 
© The Offenders ſee that you puniſh. 
; Biſp. Happy is Englandin ſo bleft a King , 
Whoſe only pleaſure is his Subjets ſafety, 
Edm. Our ſelf will play the chrifcy husbands ' 
man, 
And plucke the ranke weedes from the fruitfull 
earth, 
That Juſtice may manure our tillage ſo, 
That Peace may ſpring and Equity ſtill grow. 
'S King. "py herein ſhall you doe your telf much 
| right; 
d | For know , my Brother, all my ſtudies be 
To baniſh vice, and call back exilde virtue , 
IC | And bur to leave it quietly to Thee, 
' That art true heyre to all our Soveraignty, 
(5; Edm. Which care if it fall on this tender un- 


| apt prop, 
out 1 ſhall with patience bear the heavy load, 
{And with my care break my now quiet ſleep, 
And let my eyes and eares fiill open be 
To heare and fee with pure integrity. 
| Ring. Brotherbe gone ; 
ly {You are the Earle of London ; let us ſee 
rneiſThe City by your care ſo ordered be, 

|That no oppreſſion wrong her: pray be carefull,, 
_ i 8 Elm. 


= THORNY-ABBEY. 


Edm. Brother I ſhall, and ſo I take my leave 
For to redreſs in what I can the wrongs 
Of the poor wretches that with bended knees 
Throw down their wrongs & prayers all at once; | 
Oh, may their eare be deaf that tops their cares 
Againſt the poor, that plead with ſupplyant ; 


teares. Exit. 
King. Be it your charge, good Sibert, to pres | | 
claim , 


In all the government you hould of us ; 
As Gloſter, Worlter, Warwicke , Coventry, 
That all oppreſſed people may repair T 
Here - your Caſtle, where wee'l doe them Ju- 
ice. . 
Sib. 1 ſhall my Leige. the Divel ſhall damme | 7 
um firſt, 

King. Keep carefully thoſe papers,they contain 
Severall complaints, for whole cedreſs our ſelf | 
Will this day fitr in Counſel to determine. 
Believe me Lords, that Prince whoſe faire ex. 
4 ample 4 ay vt. | 
Drawes other to be good, may juſtly claim. 
His peoples love and live in booſts of Fame. Exie, | x 

'$ib. So then I ſee in this the threatning'ſtorm | 


15 come, 
And points at nie, which we muſt caſt to ſhunne,! - 
So-all thoſe ills ke means to penHh now : | 
My Conſcience tell» me I have in ſome ſort| x 
ated: 
Taſh, what of that , who dares accuſe me for't. } 
Say, on my back I weartie poor mans ſweat 3 
My power and greartnels might have borne that] Th; 
out , 
Bur that this vertuous King in this bad age 7 
Will needs bz good, and here in my own houſe 
Grant ſome acceſs unto the multitude, . | 


Tha) 


ere, 
rm 


ne, 


ort 


| Toſayewy life is ſoundeſt Policy, 


Ent. Emma, 
Em Come Sir, I have overtreard your paſſion; 
Take my counſell, ler not the name of King 
Diſhearren Thee, or ſtrike amaſing terror to thy 
heart ! 1] " 
Were it ten Kings that ſhould oreturn my State, 
Ide work my ſafety out of all cheir ruines. 
Sib, Oh, HeorI muſt down, 
Em, Then let him die. 
There is no other way to ſet you free. 
ur Ou haſt awak't me , and 1 muſt con- 
eſs | 
Thy _ though through danger points ar 
afety , 
And1 will cak's in time: the King ſhall die. 
Exit, 


Ent, Anney Lobſter, Foaye, 
Fo. You layallon me, Lobſter. 
Lob, And 1 ſhould lay all my wayt on thee, 
Ioane, thou muſt 
Not refuſe it, for thou knowſt , women are born 
to beare. | TO 
Fo. I, but not ſuch burthens. 
| Lob. Nay , and you beate not me, youl ne're 
beare child | 
I warrand you Ioane, 
An. So Sir, what diſcant can you make. 
Lob, 1, young M*, butit is upon the plain 
old Song 


hat! That every one deſires to fingapartin. 


Ir- | 
ha) 


Fo. You have it without book, Mr Lobſter 


- 


prickt to them, 


Lob, Oh, by the book in any caſe , it muſt be 


A-3. AN, 


THORNY-ABBEY. i 


That all with baſe. exclaimes as Ioudas thundery 
Accuſe my a&ions, and in them my life. 


CE ooo tom ne 


6 'THORNY-ABBEY. 


An. Very well Sir , whatſoever maids beare, |. 


they muſt be ſure 
To bear your knavery , for thou att eyer loaden 
With that. 
Lob. Or elſe I were worſe then clean lin- 
nen, Mrs, : 
For maydes uſe to beare that. 


Ent. Old Thorny and Woodford, 


_ Th, Come Colin Woodford, 
Are you not weary with my long difcourſe. 
Wo. By my good hopes I ſwear, unleſs your 
change | 
Will interrupte me with ſome other matter, 
] ſhall find naught to talke on , bur my daughrer. 
Th, _ you Sir, her duty, modeſty and huft- 
wifr 
Areſuch large theams and ſo delightfull ro me 
As I can ſpeak no other. | 
v. Sir you doe that which all rongues elſe 
proclaim, ' ered EL BE ne on 
Your daughter is the mirror of this City : 


Sa «a oo 


And nothing thar js good can glut my eares: be- | 


fide 
Your talke hath made the way ſeem (Fort, 
For ſee we are upon them : ſee your man Sir. 


Th.Hee's kiſling of my maid, bythe maſle,how þ 


now Lobſter ? 
What are you doing Sirra? 
Lob. The clothes are drie Sir, and Ioane and I 
am a foulding. 
Th, Thou att foulding her in thy armes , me 
thinks ; away knave. | 
'Tis well done girle: and harke you, Mr Woodford, 
I have already vow'd a ſingle life, 
Chiefly to give her all unto her portion, 


— 


Oh, 


( 


= 


»> 
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Fre 


' THORNY-ABBEY.. 7 
_ Oh,it would joy my heart to ſee het well-be- 


ſtowd, | 
a || That ſhe might keep wy name alive unto poſte- 
rity ; 
- S$Sheſhall have rich pollefions to indow her 
To a good husband. 


Ent. Edmund and Gatfoord, 


!' We. Herface without poſſeſſions will deſerve. 
Th. $f, Cozen, what honourable Perſons have 
we here ? 
Fore heaven,it is my Soyeraign's brother, Noble 
Edmund, 
The Earleof London, ourgratious Lord, | 
| 


. | Hemuſtnor paſs without my duty : health to 
þ __ your Grace. 
Em. Our thanks good Thorney Juſtice is now 
impeachc, 
And is araignd by fell oppreſſors, 
=  Andcravesyou as a prop for to uphold here. 
| Th. A weak decaing prop , my noble Lord. 


Edm. In this (mall ſcedule is a maſs of wrongs 
Which crie for a redreſs ; be it yourcare to ſum- 
| mon | 
| All that are oppreſt , for to repaire to. the Earle. 

of Coventry ; 
There to give up their grievances. 

Th. Itſhallbe ſpeedily performed my Lord. 

Edam. A heavenly proſpe& ! what fair Crea- 
1 ture's that ? 


y f 


| Wo. His daughter, 
_ My only Child, my Lord; even all the 
ruit 
, | That heaven, that cime, and death hath left un- 
plu 
From this old ſapple-tree. 


A 4' Eds. 
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Edm, It is a fair oneSir ; what ſudden fire is 
this | 


That ſhoots through all my vaines?'ris ſcorching | 


heat, 
*Tis of aſpiring flame , and through my eyes 
Shootes a hot luſtfull fire, that muſt be quenche 
1n yonder Sea of pleaſure; no trick yer -- I hay't, 
Sir you have a fair ring here , truſt me, 
I never ſaw a richerin my eye, troth 
*Fis a fair one, or elſe my fancy wrongs me; 
Th. You praiſe it to the beſt, my Lord, and 
yet Tloveit; 
This guift did part my loving wife and me. 
Peace with her Spirit, and yer my honored Lord, 
1 am no ſcrupulous 1dolater , to keep ſuch notes 
To my perpetual yows : it ſhall be yours. 

Edm. This cuttefie for ever bindes me to you? 
Iwillin ſome meaſure gratify your kindneſs, 
Pray in exchange accept this ring of mine. 

Th. Be your own Chapman Sr: pleaſe you be- 

| flowit, 
Pl weare it for your ſake. 

Edm. With all my heart 
Knews't thou the ſequell of this rings intreaty , 
Thou wouldſt haye bin more nice in parting 

with't. 
But 1 forget me, Imuſt ro the King, 

Th. We ſhall attend your grace, 

Edm. Lead on, i'le follow you. Exit, 
Gaufreid,*tis thou muſt make me fortunate: 
Thou ſeeſt yon Ceature : go to her by chis ring; 


| Tbluſh to ſpeak the reſt : harke in thy ear. 


You know the purpoſe Sir. | 
Gguf. Perfeftly my Lord , and Tie praQtize it. 
Edm. Oh! that we ſhould not feate to doe 

zhoſe things 


We 


—OA— 


Doatt 
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We ſhame to ſpeak of, but the fire is kindled, 
Which once ſuppreſt , flames with the greater 
force, 
Silence containes more paſſion then can be 
Expreſt in any rapſody of words. 
Deep floods-run ſtill; when thoſe that murmur. 
Are ofa ſhallow ſlight profoundity. | 
] know that my deſire is ill; yet cannot I | 
Defiſt from my foul purpoſe; for my bounded. 
courſe ; 
Of humane reaſon overflowes their banks , 
And runs diſorderedly through all my vaines $ 
Frail fleſh is weak, and reaſon ſtepr aſide, 
Our ſpring of goodneſs needs muſt puddled. 
glide. Exit. 
Gauf, Faire greetings beauteous Virgin 3 


. By his commandes your father thus ſalutes you. 


Ar. It was my mothers ring, Iknow it Sir 5 
And his commends is a command to me: 
What his pleaſure pray you. 

Gauf., That you accompany me unto him ſelf, 


Fo whom 1am charg'd to condutt you preſently, 


An. My duty is oblig'd ro his command; 
Nay Ile not queſtion, but attend his pleaſure. 
Go Sirs, get home your clothes, 8 let your cares. 
Be diligent in houſe till my return. 
| Fo. Will you diſpatch ? 
Lob. Yes Joane , and you'le take up your 
clothes once, the baskets are ready. 
Jo. You ſhall carry it then. 
Lob. I warrant the wench, I have a cartiage 
That will carry home, ifaith , if it be diſcharg'd; 
once. | | 
| Fo. Thaveheard ſo. 1 
_ Lob. Never fearthat faith wenchs _ 
You kad aotbek make roo much haſte M'%, 
Ry Poe. 


FT; THORNEY-ABBY. 


Doe you here, you Courtier, ſhee's the flower of 
the City, | 

And therefore uſe her well, TI pray:and*twere not 

For this Porters office,I would truſt none of you 


all 
With her. Go forward foane: here's a fine world, 
When the cart muſt go afore the hotſe : 
A man to come poking thus behind a woman, 
My M*is is gone before Ioane, you ſhall go be- 
SL 7a | > 
T'le put you in beforeanother time, Exit; 


Ent, Emma and Sibert. 


Em. The night grows old ; we muſt diſpatch 
and kill him. p | 
$5b.. True Emma , for ere to morrow's breath 
Our lives doe hang in fearfull hazard, 
Em, Think then what follows, 
Sib. Nothing bur this, that thou obſerve my 
, VoW, - $29 R 
Which this night here I make in fight of heaven, 
And call the powers both good &bad co heare it; 
By Sibert's ſoul Vle never {ee the Sun, | 
Till the King die , and this black deed be done; 
Ket hell record my vow, the King ſhall die ; 
This night concludes his horrid tragedy, 
Em. Enough ; I'te ſhew thee then theſe inſtry- 
mental hands 


That ſhall perform it ; ſee Sibert , here they are, 


Ent, Two Murderers. 


With reſolution more ſtrongly armed then with 


their hands. 
: Murd. That's worth a thouſand weapons, 
Sib. I like theic looks, they haye no gne of 
pity. 


2. Murd, 


—_— 


wy 
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2 _ Pity? a pox of pity ; pitty's for ba- 

ies. 
Say but the word , and I'le wipe out piry , ſheath 
this weapon in your ſide. 

Sib. The deed once done !'le load you both 

with gold, 
But _—_ will you. hide the body when hee's 
ead } 

Em. Know this my Lord; here by the uncouth' 

' cayern ofa wall, | 
K ſolitary brook doth glide along, 
Which we haye-turn'd from forth his proper 
| courſe . 
And in the mid'ſ o'th channel digg'd a pit, 
Where when the murdred King is once 1n-- 
romb'd, | 
The nimble current ſhall be brought again, 
And overrun the royall Sepulchre: 
This being done, what bloud- hound,or what art 
Can finde the body ſome fifty fathom layd' 
Beneath the river ?' 

1 Mud. This is brave my Lord. 

Sib. Beyond compariſon. I admire thee Emma, 
Goe, condu& them to the chamber ſecretly, 
And when the King's aſleep. 

2 Murd, He never wakes. 

Sib. Follow my Lady then- 

Both. Murd, We'l bear her company, Ex.unt; 

Sib. So, {o; ha, ha, he! ſleep Lord ſecure, 
Untill the horrid ſhreekes of a Kings murder 

Wake thee, 
Night _ thou art ſmooth , and look upon us 
witha - 
Smiling eye : keep ſtill thy golden cheek ;_ 
Re not thou ſick, for under caſualities ; 
The Eclips is paſt, that Was the Herald to this 
fatall hour, Some- 
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Sdme twelf months ſince; or if thou wilt frown 
on us 

We: can not be out dared; who's there; 


Ent. Emma. 

My Emma , ſpeak is all prepared. 

Em, All to the life , my love. 
The murderers plac't; the King's a bed. 
His firſt ſleep is his laſt. ; 

Sib. Excellent fentence. | 
Haſt thou the Poſtern key ro convey them forthF 
Ta.bear the body to the place appointed? 

Em, Think you that any thing I could forget 


Thar houlds dependance on ſo deep an ation ? 


Sib. Good ; obſcure your felfuncill the watch 
be paſt , & 
Whoſe company 1'le keep to night ; & hear you, 
See you remember till to urge the murderers 
When alf's diſpatcht to flie the Land with ſpeed), 
Till wonder be worne out. h 
Em, Till fear be under foot; Vle forger no- 


thing, Exit. 
The Gard's upon the round , Ihear them com- 
ing. 


Ent, Wiltſhire and Garde. 


Gard. Stand; who's there ? 
Sib.Afriend,and your kind fellow, Gentlemenz 


The Lord of this poor manſion , whoſe watch | 


full duty cannot fleep to nigh. 

Gard. My Lord of Caventry. 

Sib. Nay, lay by all Titles ; Fle pertake your. 
travels ; 


' Pletell you Sirs , it is my honor's teſt 
. That nothing doe diſtucbe the quiet fleep 
"Of my moſt Royall Leige; you ſhall accept mea. 


"+ COWpanion, | 


; "I 


— whe ron 
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File. Your Honor doe expreſs your ſelf moſt 
noble, 
To give attendancein a perſonal! duty, 
Sib, *Tis fit it ſhould beſo; *tismy Caſtle, 
And I can guide you through all the turnes 
And angles of the Court , and as you finde my 


Care , 
So make report. 
YV3lt. 1 ſhall! attend your Lordſhip : another 
with the lights, | Exeund, 


Ent. Murderers with the body., Emma 
meeting them. 


rt Murd. Tread ſoftly , you ſlave. 
Em. O bappy fight! is'tdone > 
2 Murd. This does confirm it. 
Em, Did he not ſhrick ? 
r Murd. Sfoot , doe you think. we gaye him 
warning? 
2 Mard. No,we took him unnawares; lie prayd- 
devourtly 
When he went to bed, as if he ment never to 
Wake again ; no ſooner was he laid , but ere his 
eyes 
Had cloſed their fleſhy windows of their light, 


! Bur we fteptin , and with the pillow ſtopt his 


mouth , 

Leſt with his clamorous cries ke ſhould have 
rayſed the houſe; 

Or by his prayers wan us to pitty 3 

Him then with theſe poniards 

Yet reeking with his blood we pierc't his keart, 

Cut off his tedious prayer. | 

Em. Here, take this key, and by the Poſtern 

bear it to the pir 

Digg d in the riyer bortom, Which being or” 

| 6c 
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Wee'lturn the water to his former courſe; 


Then make for ſafety, till che ftorm be paſt, 
And we areall ſecure. Here's more-gold for you; 


2 Murd. Look- you be ſilent , and ne're fear | 


our ſafety. ; 
I Hurd. It (hall never be reyeald for us. 


Em, Was ever murder done and hid ſo rarely 2: 


The body buried in the rivers bottom. 
What policy of men can ever finde ir? 


Ba! who is't that ſpeaks ſo loud?crack the clouds? : 
This crying ſcene is not yet heard in heayen, I. | 


hope; 

Is it for . ah this d?eadfull voyce of thander 
Roules through the black :inraged Elements ,. 
And wraps this bright diapome in fire: 

Or are theſe ſounds the knelling obſequies 
You uſe to keep at a King's Funerall ? if ſo, 
Ring treaſon our; but onely.this I barr , 
\Wake not the dead , nor name the Murderer. 


Exit. 


Ec. Biſhop and YVPil:foire, Sibert 
meeting them. 


B. Ly. Angels defend us! what a night is here? 


Sib. How now-my Lords, you have had ill reſt 
to night. 


FFilt. Who but the dead can fleep in ſuch: 


loud fammons? 
The bleſſed powers defend us : 'tis moſt fearfyll. 
B.Lu.We come to ſee the King in this fick hour. 


Sib. And for that only cauſe, my Reverend. - 


Lords, A | 
We draw our care ſo-nigh his Highneſs chamber, 
That had he call'd, we had attendant bin 
To furniſh his deſire: but ſure he wakes not. 
VVilt. And ſure he fleepes nor ; let's to his 
chamber, Ent, 


|, IE 
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Sib. With-all my heart. See here comes my 
Lady. 
Ent, Emma. 
B.Lut. Alas! good. Lady , wak'd from your 
bed with thunder ? 
Em. Oh! Who can reſt in ſuch a dreadfull 
hearing ? b 
When every crack of thunder that breaks forth 
Seems as if heaven would fall upor, our heads. 
Y Vile. Noble Lady,accompany us to the King's 
bed-chamber. 
Em. With all my heart. 1'me ſorry he's thus 
difturbed. ; 
PVile. Softly, leaſt being not yet awak'd, 
We fright hisHighneſs with our ſuddain coming. 
Ha! the bed empty ; his Highneſs ſure is up. 
My Lord, my Leige, ha! noanſwer? 
__ Strengthen me heaven! lights here a 
ittle ; 
Is not this blood ? 
$*b, Ha, blood ! more lights. 
FVi:lt, I fear my royal blood , my Lord, my 
Leige , my King. 
Sib, Cry treaſon louder then this voice o'th 
thunder. 
*Tis that that he hath all this while proclaimed, 
And wedull animals could not perceive ir. 
Treaſon, murder, treaſon. 
All, Treaſon, murder, treaſon. 
Sib. Call for the Pages; raiſe up all the Court. 


| Andhollow treaſon through out every room. 


Oh ! who is he hath ſtaind my Loyalty, 
And made my houſe the author of this creaſon ? 


Ent. Pages, 


PV, Be patient Sibert; here come the _ 
: , Lets 
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Let's examine them. 
Page. Where's the King ? 
Sib. Who's that that ſpeaks ſo diowſily ? baſe- 
villains ! 
When blood of Kings beſmears the Royall bed. 
Page. Ha,the King's murdred! my Royal Maſter! 
Thy loſs is our decay. Cy 
Sb. Die Loyall traitors, you have murdred. 
him. Kills them, 
O're take him Slaves , or hide your guilt in hell. 
Vile. Alas my Loid! you doe you know not: 
What. | 
Sib. Doe you nphold them ; take heed , tempt. 
not your ſpotles 
Loyalties with apy ſcrupulous thought; I would: 
fain beleeve | 
That you were as my ſclf., right loyall, 
»Amb.,1. That ſhall be ſeen Sir,in our diligence. 
—_ talke but nothing doe, ſearch for the 
OAY , 
1fwe " > + WY we ſoon thall find the traitors. 
Search every room z the body is not far ; | 
The murderer will be found; black deeds of hell!: 
Who was the author. 


Exit S:bert and Emma, 


Em. Thoſe that will not tell, 

YVit, This is.a horrid night. 

Biſh, To kill the Pages unexamined, theſe are- 
. not juſt proceedings. 

7Fils. 1 doe not blame his loyalty,bur his rage, 


Prevents the means of our diſcovery. 

Biſh. This night is farall, for 'tis harchy't [in 
blood. 

YYitt, Heaven ceaſe this ghupder 2 'tis a time | 
of forrow ; ut 


— 
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But come myLord,think of the Kingdome ſafety, 


Firſt let us reſolye with ſwifteſt ſpeed 
To greet the Earl of London , 


Royal Prince Edmund, with this heavy news, 


Biſh, As 'tis moſt fit, See here's Sibert, 


Ent. Sibers, 


wy maryail tho the heayens ſpeak in thug; 
er Cs 

To ſee anointed blood ſpilt on the eatth ! 

And in myhonuſe! oh heavens ! 

VVile. Nay good my Lord forbear. 

Sib. Did 90* 1 tell you that thoſe droufie Pages 
Whorn his hand flew {& I thank heaven for it 
Were the tour traitors , perhaps hired todoe ir. 

Lt. Chat we would have found my Lord, 

Sib. I would my heat of rage had given you 

leave; 

I doe repent it now, but 'tis moſt certain ; 

For that the Poſtern gate, whoſe keys they had in 
keeping , 


_ Was how found open; tax me to any pains . 


To find this treafon;ſet me down halfthe world 
For my own trayail, Vle bring the Traitor forth 


Orne're revurn. 


Lur. Uſe your care, whileſt we ſend poſt away, 


, This night's the worſt that ever coyered day. 


Exit VVile. and Biſhop Lut« 
Sib. Ha, ha, ha, ha; the beſt to me : So, ſo, 

Speak louder thunder,make a more horrid nights 
Conſcience is not at homethou canit not frighe; 

Crie Traitorftil, though 1 thy meaning know. 
Here's none that underſtands thou call _— 
I. 

Ent. Edmund and Anne, 


Edn. Nay, doe not grieve. | 
| An, Can 


- _ 
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An. Can you allow me leſs then teares, my] A 
Lotid? | T! 
Oh, what a noble Traitor havz you proy'd A 
In that deceiving ring, that brought me to you?} Y 
Em, When 1 beheld this glorious frame of T 
Nature; 
This ever prais'd, yet never prais'd enough, | A 
Proportion, O What a ſuddain paſſion lwas in? A 
The Queen of love drew forth a fiery thafr \V 
And ſhot my breſt , which rancle did ſo ſore 
The more 1 let it reſt it rag'd the more, > 
Till from the ſtore-houſe of my hatching brain E 
This balſome of remedie 1 diſtill'd, l 
Andcured the wound : this rich Embaſſador 


An. Oh! what a jewell then beyond eſtee 
Have I then loſt , which gold can ne're redeem ? 
Edm. That is not loſt,that is repayd with love, 
Such is our fair exchange: had ſome rude ſlave 
Polluted thy white ſoul with ugly luſt, | 
Thou then hadſt cauſe to grieve ; but my deſire 

Was fcee from the leaſt baſeneſs: whar 1 have | 
borrowed | 
Of thy maidenſtore, Iwill repay, and with a huſ- 

bands love | ns 
Give ſatisfaction; nay weep not, good ſweet- 
heart. ; 
An. A pretty Epitaph for wantens to congra+- | 
cuJate withall, ; 

You did ſalute me with a ſweeter name 
Then 1 imagine this ſweet-heart to be: | 
But you have robd me of it. | 
Edm. Nay lovely maid. - 
Az. Were it heavens will , would 1 had kept 

that name. ; 

E4m. Would you have then ingroft —_— - 
| ad: 
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| And like a uſurer have hoarded up 
| The Princely jewell of your maidenhead? 


And let pale death have bin your husband ? 
You were created that from you ſhould ſpring 


| The worlds increaſe z then would you moſt un» 


kind 
Alter what you were made for? *ris 
A husband you muſt have: and if *t beſo, 
Why nor as good me; as another man? 

An. If you want no vail to ſhadow, Sir, 
How many have you caught within this ſnare * 
Am I the firſt? 

Edm. Yes, by this bleſſed aire; 

Norart thou caught in any luſtfull net, 

But ina ſacred matrimoniall band, 

Which we have regifired in heavens white 
book, 

Where all the ſacred Hymeneall oaths 

Are writ in golden Characters , 

And there are mine recorded ; then *ris no ſnare; 

Nor inceſt can it be, thou'art my wife. 

An. Before I yielded up my virgins name 

You ſware no leſs, Oh heavens! doe net you 
think | 

The aire is troubled for onr privar ſin. . 

This thunder tells me , we hayc angred heaven. ' 

Edm. Sweetheart , 

It is the years due order , and the aire 

Through heat and ſulphur ſends the thunder 
cracks;.® 

Thou wilt be miſt at home ;} I prithee haſte un- 
to thy father's houſe. 

Az, Oppreſt with ſhame. 

Edn.1n troth I ſhall be angry. with thee ſweet, 
If thou continue in theſe fond delirements ; 


Can there be ſliame in matrimoniall rites? 
Thoy 
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Thou art my wife , and. here 1 ſealt with 
| | Kiſie 
An, Had you ſealed no otherwiſe with m 
I could have born the impreſſion wikingly, 
And call'd again for more fecurity. 


Edm Thou ſhalt ere long imbrace me lawfully 
The Prieſt ſhall joyn our hands with our fue | 


hearts: # © 
My buſineſs calls me ; hence-1 muſt be gone; 
But leave my heart for ever, ſweet, with the 
An. As good as nought ; how ere both fin 
ſhame | 
I bear for thy ſweet ſake, my loſt good name, 
My fathers anger, all is for thy (ake. 


heſe 


e. 
and 


CE 


If thou proof falſe, and thar for grief I die, 


'Tis for thy ſake, and ſhall doe't willingly. Exi 


Edm. Farwell thou ſoul of yertue. 


Ent. Thorney and YVoodford, 
Now Maſter Thorney. 


Thor, Health to you Sir : Ihaveaccording 
your good appointment 


= 
Q 
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Cauſed ail ike Commons that are oppreſt with 


wrong, 
For to repair to the Earle of Coventry's Caſt! 


Whereart your Princely Brother keeps his Court 


To thew their grieyances, and gainſt whom th 
complain 


> 
» 3 


ty þ 


Edm. You have bin carefull, Maſter Thorney 


And in it ſhews the duty of a Subje&, 
For 'ris a perilous time. 

Thor. 15 [, my Lord, a moſtrousg ſtormy tim 
For ſince my birth 1 neyer heard the like: 
This many a day we have not ſeen the Sun, 
But ſtill continuall thunder frights the earth 5 
What this portends , he that's the caule, 


Beſt; 


| 


4 


es. | 
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Beſt knows. : 
Ent. A Poſt, 
Edm. True M* Thorney, and*cis not fit for us 
to queſtion his inrencs, 
19, | Thy news ! why doeſt thou fook ſo pale. 
#7] Poſt. Oh my Liege, I come to ſing to you a 
__ ſchritch ou'ls note, 
' That will afright your hearing : your Brother 
| Sir. 
- | Edm, Whatofhimz «+ 


Pi, Heis 
Edzz. Dead? 
Poft. How apt you are 
To pluck the miſhap't embrion of miſchance, 
., | Ereir be fully moulded from the womb: 
we | He's dead my Leige, and murdered. 
Ed4m. Mutthered , how ? | 
| Poſt. Inhis bed, my Liege: by whom is yet un» 
known. 
bs Edm. Thea this the cauſe is that the heayens 
| ſo ſcould 
' And rend the clouds with fearfull thandes 
cracks | 
Yle find the murtherer, though 1 ſearch the cen- 
ter, 
And from the earth pluck the abhorrid caitiffes, 
J þ Letall the paſſages be ixongly garded : 
| For till the mucherous villains be brought to 
| lighe, | | | 
We fill ſhall live in this perpetuall night, Exit. 
> | Ent S:bers and Kmma. | 
Sib Oh conſcience ! thou art a mortal! wound 
co murtherers 


No baime can giye thee caſe ; oh! this dred 
thander 
Will 
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 Anddiveinto the owle of all their ations;. 
The-generall voice cries, Edmund King of Eng-+ 


| THORN Y-ABBEY. 
Will never ceaſe his loud amaſing terrour 


Till this moſt fearfull murther be reveald. | 


Em. Art thou a man, and keepſt ſuch cow: 
ly apprehenſion 


A ſound of thunder > why? me thinks this houre 


I ſee ten thonſand like thy ſelf thar ſtand 
Applying all unto their proper fins; 
The bribed Lawyer having ra'ne his fee 
With ambodexter , feeling cunningly , 
Hearing this yoice , ſayes , from his conſcie 
ſting 3 : : ; 
The heavens afGangry at his dubble dealing; 
Thegriping Uſurer that hath ta'ne the forfeit 
Of ſome great Eſtate , this voice of conſcience 
Now a little wakens him; the Theef, 
The Tyrant, and the Adulterer , all tremble 
Now : and what is it but Palſy-conſcience 
That appropriates unto it ſelf 
Things that we never kn&y, 
$3b. But this is all my own. TW 
Did not the inſtant deed call-up the thunder ? 
Did not 1 vow to heaven, I ne're would ſee 


Nor Sun,nor Moon, untill the King were dead ? 
To which 1 fear the heayens have added further, ' 
Thar thoſe clear lighrs the world ſhall never fee | 
| 
| 


Till this black deed of hell revealed be, 


* Em. This is your conſcience ſtill; awake for + 


ſhame 
From this ſame droufie Lethargie of minde. - 
Seek for thy ſafety Sibert, and aſſure it. | 
The Lords are gone to London, follow them , 


land. 
And being inthron'd , the Royall Policy 
Will mounthim with a ſtrict and nearer queſt 


ol bug 10/3 AAA. - 


rd. 
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Ice 


To finde the author of his Brothers murder. 
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$5b. Thar ſtarts my heatt: hence coward cone 
ſcience, 


/ If any conſcience ſhall but wrinkled fit, 


And bend a doubrfull cenſure upon Sibert, 
I will again dip theſe my hands in blood 
Of the moſtdaring oppoſite ; I ſee 'tis fear 
That man accuſes. reſolves acquite all guilt, 
All muſt rocatth, where then can blood be ſpilt? 
Em. Why now thou ſpeakeſt. 
Sib. Yle putir all in ation ; ſtay thou here; 
Gather our friends and Tenents to a head : 
Then _ them fortifie our ſtrongeſt Caſtles, 
« - 
For him that injures others , to ſecure him ſelf. 
Exzt, 
Ent. Thorny , YYoodford and Anne. 
VVood. Good Sir , have patience, 
Thorn. Away , ſhe's big, big with child, 
Out of my doors, thou ſtrumpetr. 
VYood. Dear uncle. | 
Thor. Cover my ſhame with ſome deformity, 
turn metoabeaſt;... 
That is not capable of what joys arepaſt, 
Or griefs ro come : blaſt all my faculties 3 


| Hide my white head in everlaſting darkneſs 3 


Let me forget thatere I had a child, 
And ne're remember that ſhe turn'd a ſtrumpet, 
O heaven defend me ! Let me curſe the whore. 
VYood. Good Sir forbear, my charity is ſuch 
That 1 muſt hinder you. | 
Thor, You doe me wrong to hinder my de- 
yotion. | | 
An, Oh! dear Sir,forbear to'inyocate;you will 
offend, 
And make your yertue ſin to call for curſes. 
Have 
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Have charity with your ſelf, ifaot, with met. | Rat ro: 
1mpole me to the Laws ſeverity. 'And ye 
Hurt not your ſcIf with chis impatience ; Poo 
Yle ſtoop to all with mildeſt ſufferance. . | tc 
The. So, {o,'tis done, and 'tis recorded now; } Pur to 
And1 have doae ill with a mentall vow : Noner 
Better. then windy words; my ſoul's a witneſs | | Ax. 
Neverto let al .nedi&ion fall | Know: 
Upon the {trumpets hezd ; never to know Sin, or 
Or own thee for my hi'!d; never to give Was ye 
A penny of my ſubſtance to thy ſuccour ; Vo 
Never to look on thee: this | affirme, An. 
Ever to follow chee with extremeſt hate ; Oh! d 
Still co perſue thee with extremeſt rigour ; This C 
The Law provided ha: for ſuch offenders '] Andy 
Nay thou ſhale ſtand example to all children, | | n 
How they 1nvoke a Fathers aged wrath. When 
VYood, Good Sir , qualifie this rage ; rel us| Had ca 
| Who the offend-r was. ſe 
Thor. Who ſhould offend with an adulterous| Think 
whore, With 
But ſome looſe varlet, or luxurious knave, Words 
That would have company along to hell : In a cc 
And ſhe muſt needs goe with him: bur 1'le begint {My vat 
Your everlaſting torments, aid fetch ſuch whips You di 
Shall make your ſweer ſin ſmart; no waight of | YVo« 
face | |! an 
Can be ſo ponderous, as love turn'd ro hate. Exit» |Coind 
VYood. Coſen you ſee how your Father is in+ [A mai 
rag d, . Murch 
Thereforehis anger for to qualifie {Jugall 
Is in wy judgment, to him, to reveal {Souls ; 
The man that madehim looſe your Virgins name, |Defer', 
An. O my dear Cuz,it is a waigt: y ſecret that's 4Prothe 
incloſed | FVo 
Within my anſver ; nor can it be reycald R @ 
u 
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But ro boſom ſworn to: ſecrecy. | 
And yet yous love ſhouldi not be queſtion'd. 
YYvod, Were all the engines of rormeming 
__  rerrour | | 
Puc to my fleſh , if I doe vow a ſecret, 
None near ſhall force it from me. 
An. 1 beleeve it, | | 
Know then, kind Sir , the authour of this folly, 
Siv, or ſhame, orhow you pleaſe to call it, 
Was youthfull Edmund, now th'eleRed King, 
VYood. Prince Edmund ! | 
An. He may deny it now; bur here's a witneſs: 
Oh ! doe bur think with what unequall firength 
This Citadell of honour Was befieg'd, | 
And vw will hardly blame my yielding weak- 
NeIS , 7 
When oportunity , thr bawd of time, 
Had call'd' me forth and brought me to his pre- 
ſence, 
Think what amazing terrour Royalty could doe, 
With a commanding love : what ſugred breath, 
Words able to infuſe an appetite 
Jn a coole vorariſt; yer mauger all 
My vanquiſhmenr was but conditionall. 
You doe not hear me Cuz. 
VVood, Yes,and ſo you yielded on con ditions. 
An True Sir,when flattring oaths,ſweer vows, 
Coind love, were out of breath, ſtill I remaind 
A maiden voratis : but then came for:h this 
Murthering piece of grief; wechang'd the 
Jugall words of matrimony between our 
Souls ; and the large ceremony was bur 
Defer'd unto the King's conſent, which by his 
rothers death is now his own. 
YVoed, But lyft once ſated , they forget all 
oaths, 
B Thag 
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That helpe them go'tz and though a Prince ,he's |*'you 


Subje& ro affetions ; Ibur think you | To 
Hee'l not forget, | 
f2,, I cannot tell. | | The 

VyYood. And violate his vow, 

Ar. Alas ! Tdare not claim it : but how ere Tha 
This token of his love I'me ſure to bear. ! | You 
And for his ſake, thus have my vows decreed, Scot 
No man ſhall ever ſecond this his deed. | FP 

Ent. LobFer and loane. And 

Lobſt. O MF'S, Mis, 1 haye run ſo faſt and tas} p 

ken ſuch Pains, | T 
That my wind 's gone backward and foreward; Heay 
And have ſtirred ſo wuch chat 1 doe 
| (Saving of your preſence) you may ſmell the-reſt, Sia 
cn, Lon bin down ; but, but Wer 
I took her up again: yonder comes your Fathe 
With ſuch a company of Beagles : GY 

Jos. And ſuch a company of whips : ] a 

Lobſt. And ſuch a company of ſumners: Neve 

Fea. And fuch a company of knaves : Vien 

Lobſt. Slaves , that look as if they had eat hs 
No meat this ſeven years., and they | Tara: 
Bring the ingines that muſt give your | My M 
Shoulders the bloody laſh. | my 


An. Oh heavens forgive me! am I the fiſt 


offender ? 
Thor. Let all the Officers beſet the door, All th 


And look M= Conſtable, here's your pray, ww 
Go ſtcike your tallent in, Fee 
For no 


Ent. Thorney , Conſtable and others. . Thy fo 


Thor. Here's banquets for you ; Ile make he Thar v 

paſs | | £ hall b 

Through :1! the pu'rguto yes of pennance. . | To mal 
| 
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'You are the Phiſician that let wantons blood , 
To cure the itch of luſt ;;you may doe good , but 
 yetbeyond your help, 
Thete will cemain an everlaſting ſcar, a ſpot, 
a tain, | 
That never will be out : oh! look on me, 
You that diſtribute juſtice parrially ; (bells. 
Scourge your own fleſh and blood when it re- 
FYVYood. Good Sir be patient ; I pray depart, 
And confider what he hath done , is not inhate, 
raſhneſs. 
An. Upon my knees , dearSir, 
Thor. I will not hear thee trumpet. 
| Heaven, earth , and men give ear and hear my 
words. | 
Here take my vow his force: beyond this hour. 
. We never more will meer. Yle hate the place 
that keeps thee. 
And as a laſting trophie of thy guilt : 
1 will diſpoſe my ſelf , that did beger thee : 
Never ſhall razor prune thy careleſs looks, 
T'lenever hence forth feed but on the ground ; 
I'le never pare my nals, but let them grow 
Into unſeemly clawes, with which I'le dig 
My Monumentall bed, 
An, Oh kill me Sir! and end my miſeries. 
VVYood. Good Sir, calme this paſſion. 
All this diſtemperaturefor a grief ſo ſlight. 
T+or, Oh ! ſhur- me up in everlaſting night: 
Ler me but ſee her under Juſtice grip't, 
And then ['le turn away my eyes for ever, 
For now I goto contemplation : 
Thy ſoul 1 pitty yet, though not thy fleſh. 
That wealth ſhould have indow'd thy nuptialls 
| - hall build a ſanctuary for holy men, 
| To make thy peace in heaven ; lewd world fare- 
L well. B2 1 never 


z 
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2.8 
1 never will diſcover more of thee 

Then from the humble proſpe& of my grave. 
My charge can be but ſmall , my care much le; 

1 have nor.left me now achild:ro bleſs. Exit. 

Lob. Ifevery wench ſhould be ſo uſed'that hai 

eaten white puddings , 
We ſhould not have ſo many Children left upo 

ſtalls as we have: | E 
Unnaturall Father , tbat wou!d whip his ow 

| child for drinking a little white baſtard 

Fe ill looking raſcall, | 
Canſt fina in thy. heart towhip a great i 
| Bellyed woman ? Mi, now Iamin a good migd 
Here's good hanging me; 1 beſecch you MS, 
Let me be flead trom the chin ro the navell, | 
Rzther then you ſhall be whipt. | 

Fo. Or 1 belcech you, let me indure the poſts 

nance. : 

Lob. 1, good M's, if you will noc let me:be 

whipr, 
In any «aſe, let loane be whipr. 

VVood Pray will you be gone ? 

Lob. Yes. | goe, but 1 cannor chuſe but cr 
To think that a woman. for once doing, 
Should be undone forever. Come Ioane here's 
A faire example for you ; let's then to the bue- 

tery 
And candole : forſorrow's drie, you know), 
Wee'! weep whole pail fulls, and in briny teares 
My (elfand Loane will ducke ore head and eares, 
VYood. MF Contiable, 1 beſeech you Sir, 5& 
ſhew ro us what 
Favour you can, you ſee her caſe,therefore 1 pray: 
Leave unto me your Priſoner; i'!e paſs my word 
For her apperance at her delivery. 
Cont, Sir, I am but the Laws dependancy'3 


| And 
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And for her Fathers ſake,though againſt his will; 
Vie leave her to your.care, and take your bay], 
Till courſe of Law ſhall further ſummon her. 
VPood. 1 pray Sir , depart as ptivatly as you 
can 
| Toavoyd further puniſhment. | 
| Conft. Well Sir, Vie follow your direRtions. 
My charge is yours. Exit 
 _VVood. There now remains onely this, 
That [ intreat you to accept my houſe 
For entertainement , till you be delivered 2 
There you ſhall want for nothing , but have 
Kinde reſpeR. : 
An. Heaven make me able to requite your 
love. 
YVYood. Come home with me, and bid all grief 
Adieu, 
An. The health of my ſick ſoul relies on 
you : 
There is another home, I dare nor name. 
Vle be diſgrac't ere,1 his worth defame.. Exeun; 


Eat. Edmund, Earle of YVilfpire, Sibert, 
Biſbop«-. 
Eam; How like a tedious day is Majeſty , 

Which gives his light.unto ſucceſſion ? 
| Theday expir'd, nightwith his pale dark cheek 

Wraps up his brightneſs, and gives day repoſe, 
To give another a refletion. 
So by death's hand my brothers dayes deſtroy'd, 
My Sunſhine day refulgently appeares : 
Which, how he died, the heavenly eye of love, 
Whole ſearching Majeſty lightens all thoughts, | 
And opens all ker dark obſcurity , 
Beſt _— whoſe hands were bathed in the 

blood. 


at. had 


B 3, W:le.- 
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Wilt. You ſee the cruel! terrors of theſe times, 
Oh! gratious Prince, and that which doth ex- 
ceed 
The ſtrength of all amazement, fince the deat 
Of our late murdered Lord and Soveraign : 
The Sun and Moon was never ſeen to ſhine. 


Edm. The eye of heaven is baniſh't from the. 


earth, 
And gone to wander in eternall night; 
And ranſake ſome Cemerian ſeated cave, 
To finde the Murderers , that with horror ſitts 
Starting at every apparition ; 
And never will illuminate the world, 
Till ir hath brought him to tranſparent view 
And to him ſpeaks this thunder. 
Sib. No, 'tis to me : bur Yle not anſwer, 
Though the boults ſhould flie and ſtrike me to 
the center. 
Etm. Row horridly it cr:cks ! 
A gcnerell deſolation ſure is come 
And heavens glorious eye 
1 chiokis baniſh't hence eternally. 
Sib, Take courage Sir a Royall thought 
Stoops not to Fortunes blindneſs:great thoug hes 
are ever 
Fixt to the publik 00d , and not kept down by 
paſſions, 
Oh ! the blood. 
W:1.. Ler's invocere the powers above 
For to reyeal the horiid Murderers. 
Sib. Hot vengeance light on him that ſo|per- 
{wades him, 
Edm. Swear as you hope for heaven , yout 
carefull ſtudies 
Shall be to fiſt this execrable deed, 
And bring to light this damned Murtherer. 


Sib, 


 THORY-ABBEY. 32: 
Sib. Zoundes 1 muſt kill him teo, and pre- 
vent his purpoſe. | 
YYilt, We vow the ſame with force and dili- 
gence. 
Edam. As for my ſelf 1 will outwatch the night, 
Walt theſe life-ſeerng tapers of mine eyes 
| Till chey drop forth the ſockets of my skull; 
| Bat I will finde the execrable Slave. - 5g 
| Why ſtandſit thou filent , Siberr ? 
Sib. Alas ! my Lord , I am hid in ſorrow, 
That in my houſe this miſchief happened ; 
' And yet dear Prince, | have already ſpent 
The utmoſt minutesin this fatall buſineſs 3 
No place , no perſon, no ſuſpeed breaft 
That might unto-cthe a& be aidable, 
But [ have torne it open , and examin'd, 
So that deceir it feif could nor deceive me, 
Bur allin vain, the damn'd Murderer lies unre- 
vealed, 
And heaven or none muſt find him, hee's ſo ſub- 
mill, . 
Em, I feare thy Loyalty; come let's to Co- 
ventry , - oa 
And there we will fif; out murthers darkeſt ways 
Sibert ,ler's have your Company along. 
Were mil'ions given th's purpoſe to prevent, 
All Europe ſhall not hinder our incent, 
Be ready, Sibert. | 
Sib. With all my heart, my Lord. Miſchief 
confound ir. 
Edm. Ser forward Lords, 
Thou. thar ti}! guards the right, 
Bring this dark obſcure muither to the light. 
Exeunt, 


Manet S3bert, 
So the Kivg's for Coventry , and Tas marik't 
B 4 With 


c- ITS — C— 


_ Or character of guilt lies on my brow 


| Whar if the King ſhould call my wife in queſtion, 
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Wirth fome brand of ſuſpicion , muſt be the man 
To attend above the reit ; Sfoor, what note 


More then the reſt: my ſpeech was firm, 
I was leſs frighred with this loud rongu'd thunder 
Then was the King, orany of his Peeres, | 
Andbutmy conſcience nothing croubles me ! 
And that isno mans burthen but'my own, | 
Which ''le conceal, though with the Kingdoms | 
ruine: : 
Let Hell ſpir fire, I'le nor accuſe my ſelf , 


Although the Sun and Heaven be hid in clouds, | 


And with an everlaſting darkneſs cover us. 
Thunder loud. 
Oh ! I preſume too much, that crack has maxed 


me. | 
Horrour of Hell ! what ſhall 1 doe? think , Sibere 

and conceive; | 
Or that the Murderers , we hir'd to doe'r, 
Should be ſurpris'd , and broughtunto the King, 
Examined, put ro death : where's Sibert then 2 
Thrown in Hell fire , never to riſe again. 
Which to prevent, I'le preſently make flight 


And leave with them my feare and jealouſic. 
Vle ſhip my ſelf for Ireland, and there 


From this loud peals of thunder , which are ſent 
And on my head with winged vengeance bent. . 
Ex#H. 


Ent. Mr Woodford and Anne Thorny, | 
Wood. Now you are a happy morher, che good: 
Heavens vD | 
Has brought your burthen to a happy iſſue, you 
may | 
Now curſe the cauſe ; you fhallhaye my infiru-, 
Rions To 


Shrowd my ſelf ſafe, and there cloſe up my eares | _ 


That y 


To giv 
| The o! 


With | 
Is not 
Thar | 
His ha 
Edmu: 
I may 


_ 
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To dire& you. 
An. Now , Heaven forbid. 
VYood. By his delay-you may ſee how he ſtands 
affected, | 
An. 'Tis a delay without proportion, 
VYood. Y our Father threatens and perſues your 
lives beſt ſhipwrack , | 
; Vowivg, if you ſhould fiarve, not to giys 
 A-penny for to comfort you. 
Arn, Yet Iwill pray for him erernally 2 
| And for my Sovereign which hath forſaken meg . 
But ofhis love 1 will exſpe& no more, 
Think wiſey or dream then of that thing - 
Unknown, unſought, or never thought upon. 
Wood. Oh ! be not to your ſelf ſo cracl. 
An. Since in his loſs, I have loſt my (cIfand 
honour; 
I now reſolve in this unblemiſht habic to weare 
out 
The remnant of my days inpenetance 
Amongſt the holy Nunnes of Holy well, 
Into whoſe Siſter-hood | am admirted, . 
And there for ever will 1 plant my being... 
| Pod. Oht gentle Cuz, 
A», Tam deaf to all perſuaſions, 
' My beſt of blood, 1 have no friend but you,: 
 Andin your virtue I impoſe my cruſt, 
Phat with all ſecret care you chuſea time, -. 
To give this ring to nry dear Soveraign, 
The once dear pjedge of his forgotten loye; 
With it this letter, in whoſe ſad contents 
Is nothing but a vertuous milde intreaty,- 
That he would gratiouſly bebold this child, 
His hapleſs Son, and called by his name, 
Edmund, thas mongſ the longer of my fighes-. 


I wmay haye comfort to keep down my griets. * 
By Food. : 
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VVood. Andas my own, I mean to tendet it. 
An Your vertue makes my carelie eaſy oh me: 
Good Colen ſpeak what temper holds my Father? 
VYoo4. Has given o're his houſe and all his 
wezlth, 4 
He means for to diſtribute to holy uſes. 
An. And yet Llive and breath that am the ſin- 
full author 
Of theſe ſorrows: but flows this deluge for N 


own 
Offences , Or the remembrance of my hatefu 
ſhame. 
FVood. From your diſgrace. - 
An. Then to this World Adieu, why de you 
urge 
To hold me longer here a Priſoner ? | 
Ll have our lived myne honour , buried alive 
My old and vertuous Father, for which 1 am be 
low | 
All reach of hamanepitty that I know. 
They wiſh to Srpents more proſperity. 
My ſouls as black as darkneſs , and can _ no 
light 
Of other beauty, till my teares have waſht/ it: 
1 doe beſeech you Cuz, commend my duty 
To my Father, and intreat his vertue, *' 


| 


[ 


Tol y nomotreaftligion on hisage for mw offer} 
ces paſt | 
Aud laſt to thee , my fiiſt of cares, p 


Whole innocence is ſported with my fin. | 

Oh ! be thou made ſo bleſt , that in thy vertues 

1] and my faulis may looſetheir memories 

Take my laſt kiſs , and with it theſe my teares, 

Which ro chy Royall Father chou ſhalt beare. | 

Now tak2 it *r and withir all my comforts , al 
my prayers. 


Lov: 


Love 
Yet 't 
1 fea1 
Here 
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Love it dear Cuz, & though from grief it ſpring, 
Yet *tis the onely' Son unto a King : farwell. 


] feare we never more ſhall meet on earth, 


Here my joys end , you have my ſorrows birth. 
| Exit. 
Food. Succeſs attend you: would all that ſtepr 
awry. 
Would be but ſubje& ro thy penalty. 
Come on thou brat of woe, and ſad defame, 


Alchough a Kings he caanor hide the ſhame. 
Exit» 


Ent. King , Earle of Wiltſhire, Biſhop: 
| Lutizs, and Emma. 
King. Thus Royall Lords , we are in Juſtice 
plac't, 
Andy the aſſiſtance of the all-ſeeing heaven 
To ſearch forth murther. Arethe ſuſpected per» 
ſons | 
Yet brought ? 
Wt. They are my Leige.. 
King. Speak woman , and remember as tliou 
ſpeakeſt, 
That thou art before heaven as well as we » 
Who them with all thy cunning canſt nor blind; 
What knowſt chou of the murthetr ? 
Em. 1doe beſcech, bring forth my accufers. 
VVlt, 1am the firſt, yer free fiom ſpot of«nvy, 
And thus | ground my feare, if your white hanvs 
Havetane no tincture from the bloody wounds. 
Of our lare murdred Prince, why is your Lord 
Againſt his oath, alleageance , and command. 
Fled thns prepoſteroutly in the ſelf-ſame hour , 
In which he ſhould have done his Country-ſer- 
vice. 
Em. The Law wh':h did initemy Lord and: 
me In, 


ye THORNT-ABBEY. T0, 

In one firm body :. never did impart Thong! 
The freedome' of his thoughts iato my boofomy| Yer wi* 
; Neither doth that orany Engliſh cuſtom 1 chro 
Impoſe on wives their hasbands blemiſhes. What 

' I pray, my Lord, accuſe me for my ſelf. D 
Kneg.” Tis from your ſeifif you be foul in him] Tuſb» 
Wilt. Belides it is affirm'd by ſolemn path My.-L 


The ſelf ſame night che King forſook che World, A NO 
You and your Lord didnever come in bed ; And 
So that in common ſence, you either wer 
Or chicf ,or aiding to the murderer. | My ! 
Em. Our buly care to entercain the Kings A cr! 
Did make us leave our beds to vertuous ends, The 
Oh! my good Lord, you would diſgrace my 
goodnefs, D 
But my poor innocence is ſo cleare from|blem- on 
1h, 
No filths of any tongue can ſully it. x 
And here before your Maſter, I wiſh, Th 
If 1be guilty, or in thought or aRion, W 
May I be madea warning to all women, 
And _ with moſt black damnation , -oh! 
-- ON -- . 
Wile. Defend us heaven! Look to rhe [Lady 
there. A 
B;ſb. Are you hurt, Madam ? A 
Em. No, but amazed at this dreadful thunder, Þ C 


Biſh, Oh ! beadviſed in time , and tempt not 
heaven. | 

$:2r:< hail denial! iſſued from your lips, 
Bt thunder cryes aloud that you reucal 
Wha: el'e h:aven will ſpeak in miracles. 
King. Doe woman, tell the truth. | 

Em. You mad me with your yaine ſaggeſtions: d 
Your aQtions are unjuſt and terrible. bi 
idoedefic what ever can acculc me 3 


Though 
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Thongh it be wreſted in loud peales of thunder, 
Yer wich a breath more noble then your flander 
I chrow defiance at your envious booſoms. 
Whac wo yuu think to-work upon my weak- 
nels? - 
Tuſh, Iam armed with better fortitnde 
My.- Lords, I aske a husband at your hands: 
A Noble Prince, which you have murdered ; 
And now- with cheſe ſuggeſtions would over- 
whelme. 
My life and fortunes , making me confeſs 
A crime , of which 1am more innocenr 
Then you your ſelves, or babes new born this 
hour. A blaſing ſiar appeares, 
Bifh. Se, ſe, my Lord, a blaſing ſtar appears, 
And hangs dire@ly o':e this fatall houte. 
Edm. Angels prore&us! 
Ev:. Ha , what art thou ? | 
Thou doſt amaze me with thy curled fires. 
Why do:h hy flaming train thus point at mes 
-. oh!'.--oh! - 
Biſh. How fare you , Lady? 
Em, Oh hide thy branded fire, whoſe flaming 
beams 
Are ſhort into my brain ; it flames. and burnes, 
And all the waters that o'rewhelme the King, 
Can mm quench it, till his body come. - oh ! 
- oh! 
King. Doth water then o'rewhelme his body? 
VVils. Perhap *'tis caſt into ſome River, Sir. 
Em. Spare me, oh !. ſpare me, gentle heayen, 
be dumb, 
Call nor fo loud, let meunload my booſom 
Ofthis eternall warghr of fin and murder 3 
Thea ler thy winged lightning ſplit my breaft, 
That all the World may know, wy Lord __ I 
ORs 
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Contriv'd the King's moſt bloody tragedy 
King. It is confeR. 


Em. Oh ! Royall Sir, I am infor(t to ſpeak : 


Frowning heavens, and that almighty fire 


My Lord and. 1 did hire two. deſperate men 


Harh thruſt it from my mouth , and I confeſs, 


And they by our command did kill the King 


King Where are thoſe men ? 


Em. The murder done they fled to'fini 
ſafety, 


But whither, by my ſoul's ſicke eſtate, 1 k 


 * 
King. What did you With the body o 
King ? | 

Em. Hard by: the Caſtle fiands an old gr 
oake,. | 
Cloſe by whoſe fide a little River runnes, 


| out 
NOW 
f the 


Own. 


Whoſe quiet ſtreams we fiopt, and curn'd. h's. 


courſe 
Up to his head, till in his ſandy bottom 


Which done ,we cover'd it with earth & fto 
And turnd the water to his former paſlage, 
| Toat running over it , none might ſee 
Or find the author of this tragedy. | 
King. Unheard of firatagem ! take pitty 
thy ſoul ! 


Wedig'dapit and therein laid the body ; 


above 


es 


cn 


Thou barbarous woman 3 call to the _ 


For to be mercifull. 


A warning to our {ex from blood to flee. 


Em. Falſe World, farwell; let me exam "Br | 


es, 


King. Go home and ſee the body be brought 


tefore the Judge. 


W.lt. 1 ſhall wy Lord performe it carefully 


Eater 


ns Ag _ 
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Enter ſome with Siberet and MAurderers. 


Wilt, Come bring him before the King. 
Sib. Ler me not ſee the King , nor be exa- 
min'd 
That curſed, which did bewitch my ſence, 
And made me hire the ſlaves to murder him. 
_ Diſcourſe to-us the manner of their ta» 
ing, 
Sib, TA tell the tale my ſelf,hear me, O noble 
Tudge : 
When in diſguiſe loaden with deſperate 
thoughts, | | 
I meant to paſs to Ireland by the Seas, ' 
The angry heavens call'd up the mounting waves. 
And bad them in their hollow murmurs ſay, 
They would not beare a Kings baſe murtherer, 
My paſſ:ge thes denied by raging ſtormes, 
Like a diſtca&ted out: caſt forth 1 went 
Into ſtrange paths , careleſs and negligent , 
And there | mer theſe damned Murtherers,. 
Mad as my ſelf: and horrour with diſpair, 
They holfowed ill for mudering the King. 
Weallarc damn'd to eternall tortering : 
Which when the people heard, they us ſurpriſed 
And brought us thus a bloody ſacrifice. 
King. The Gods are ever juſt: oh ! Coventry, 
Thou art the bloody Subje& of our curſes; 
Thy bloody hand hath bath'd the anoynted King 
In his owa blood, for which we will be {wift. 
In vengeance: take theſe three , and by their 
heeles, hang 

Them upon ſtakes 3 let ravens , maſtives, worry. 
them to death: 

That when they ſcrick, their bidequs fearfull. 


cryes | 
| May 


2 nas. n—_ Bia. 


 Andwith oe firipe, of all deftroying death 


> IE ro a 
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May draw the Land co ſee their miſeries; 
Sib. and Murd. the doom is Royall , juſt, and 
 mexrcifvll. 
Kizg. For :his vile woman , ſee her ſenceleg 
body . 
Be on a pile of faggots burnttoecarch, 
And ſcatrer'd before the bluftring wind 
That on th:ir winged convayes they mayfflye . 
To the. Worlds furtheſt verge or memory, 
See it perform'd; they thus to death are ſent, 
The Heaven [ hope will peaſe her puniſhmene. 
Biſh, _u comfort, Princely Sir, thew 
paſt, | 


The ſacred powers are pleas'd with thi your. 


juſtice: 


; 


4 
. 


For With the Traitors deaths the Nlormes are - 


cealt, , 
The.aic is clear , and all the thunders paſt, 
And ſee, the Sun and Moon give bleſled light, 
And quite abolifht our diurnall nighe.. 

King, Now the news. Ent. with the body,. 

Wilt. The body's found my Lord. 

King. Bring it in. 

Wl. 'Tis here my Leige. 

King. Here on this humble gronnd lies he 
That once was King of this vaſt Monarchy, 
Alas! whatare we Kings ? what's Majeſty 
But like a flattring glaſs that ſhews forth pri 


Is paſt to nothing : lookes that fxce now 
Like to a b:ow that d:d command a Kingdome. - 


- Thus pale and bloodleſs ; was this the head 


That wore the golden wreath ,. thus groveld all | 


with earth ? | | 
Take up hy body, and ſet it bave-a ſecond bu-. 
SIlaks | 


a her 


nd, 


els. 
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jand layd within the ſepulchers of Kings : 
|Our ſelf will take our way , 

And make a progreſs toeftabliihLaws , 

Thar this our Land Tuſtice may rule ſo even , 
Our life may be acceptable co heayen., Enexus, 


| Enter Chorus. 

| The body being intomb'd, King Edmund takes 

A progreſs through the Realm to eſtabliſh Laws; 

Himſelf in Tudgment. Sits to hear mens cauſe? 

Five _ he ſpent : mean time what cares bee 
ell 


| Unto his Love, the Nun of Holy-well, 


And her affeQion'd Father : now behold 


| What's done in ſhew, 1 ſhall in words unfould- 


A dumb ſhe. 


Enter Thorzy with Citrtizens , giving them large 
ſummes of money : ſhewing them rhe 
money : deſires them to ſce his building 
goe forward: takes his leave with a deaths 
head in his hand : goes into the tombe. 


Second dumbe ſhew. 


Eater one way Edmund, Wiltfpire . Biſhop Lutineg 


at the other, Woodford and the Child : he 
kneeles , delivers to the King a Letter 
and a Ring : he reads rhe Letter and 
ſmiles; bleſſes the Child, and gives ir 
to. Wiltſhire; the King and Biſhop de» 
partes to ſee Anne. 
| Chorrs, 
Old Thorny thus o'regrown with miſery 2 


Who never more would ſee his yertuous Child, 


But in a plot ofground, a mile frem London, 
| Builds 
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| His long forſaken love had ſent to him, 


: r- 
And teach your ſouls the way to happineſs: | 


Builds up a tombe where night and day heliver$Joor fl 
His goods are ſold, and to the poor he gives {frer 
Large ſommes of money, and takes a {olemgyuſt a 

oath, fThy fl 
Of thoſe his friends and worthy Cittizens as bi 
Faſt by his tembe to build a famous Abbey, {py Se 
And with three hundred work men dayly plied|y will 


To haveit finiſht ereold Thorny died. | . ''{Norb 
This done, the King returned back to Londen|Here | 
And faithfull Woodford watching a fit time, {That 
Preſents him with a Letrey and a Rings 


Which read , the King wi h much: aftoni ner 'Tis 
Remembers her, and doth with teares expreſs || Out: 
How much he blames his much forgetfulneſs, !| The; 
Vowing to ſee her : preſents to him his Son, -| gure 
Being grown to years of ſomed.ſcretion ? Mol 
Which ihe King gladly takes, and ſmiles oh him} Tha 
What now ſhall follow with your prgo_n faf 1ha 


vour, | I we 
We humbly beg attention tothe end, | 1 fo 
And it we fail co pleaſe we'le ſtcive ro mend, Exit The 
h He 
Ent. 014 Thorny in his tombe. Sur 


Oh brizhtſome day ! thus low poor Thorny| pin 
bows 0 | An 
To ſtrive with briny teares thy gladſome light, ' 41 
Whoſe hopes have ſhur him up in darkſome} ygt 
night, 


Here in this tombe ſequeſtred from theworld 

Will Thorny ſpend his life ; and with my nayls 

To dig my grave,and in thisglaſsto ſee, | Ti 

And view the end of all mortality. | 

Court- _ p> and Citty pride , look , look ou 
this, 


Poor 


! 
| 
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egfoor fleſh and blood, is this the face of man, 
8 {after the worlds fad ſeparation ? 
empMuſt all return tochis ! oh London , London : 
'Thy flattery and guile 
{Has bin the cauſe that I my ſelf exil'd, 
[By Servants ſorrow and Daughters ſin : 
ied]] will behold thy populous fireets no more, 
{Nor breath in thee, nor ſurfet in thy ſtore : 
elf Here in my grave, Vle live and learn to dye, 
That after death my Soul to Heay'n may fly. 


Enter LobFer. 


cf 'Tis a fine world, when a man muſt call a man 

| Outof his grave to eat vittles. 

| They talke of watching of a dead corſe; I am 

Sure, I have watcht a quick one this | 

Month, and brougt him mear ſo long 

ny That I am almoſt ftary'd ry (elf, 

4 I have brought him a clean ſhirt, 

I would he would ſhift himſelf. 

| 1 found a lowſe abour him as big as 

| Thetop of my ihumb, I choughtas much: 

He's talking with that fame caifs head ill z 

Sure 'tis a Lawyers head , he | 

}! Findes ſo much taike wichit, it is not abel te 

Anſwera wiſe word: I am ſo hungry, 

My guts are allmoſt clang together. 

MF, pray will you leave your prating | 

To that Memento mri, and go to break-feaft. 
Thorn. No, ſetitdown, I have no mind of 

meat, | 

Till we have thankfull bin we ſhould not eat. 

Lob#, Will you ſay grace? and if you'le waſh 
your hands, 
I'le ferch ſome water. 


Thor, Oh vanity of fooles/ haſt thou thus lorg 
Bin 
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Bin.my.carefull contemplation, Je call 
And learn'ſt thou nothing yet? look on chis heafj? ©» 
This careleſs skull had fleſh and blood, ' $6 
And all like this muſt meet deformity.  Arleafi 
What ſwearer ſees this moth & does not trembly Ther? 
Oh man ! how vain art thou that ſpeakeſt uw 5? 

labours exc c 


For one bewitching minute of rhis wor 

And after all thy joys to hell be hurld. 

Lob#. I would 1 were ac the heave of 
vitcals. 

I'de talke of hell afterward. 


| Thors.Haſt thou no ab inencefor pious|work| 2 © 
Lobſt. There's a piece of pye, I would faine bil * 
atit, ih 
Will you eat that,and leave talking to that Tefi | 
de morte ! | That- 
Thorn, Go call my friends that over lee my 
work, Th 
Bid them come ſpeak with me , and then 1'le ear} _. 
Lob&. I will Six , but Ve take away the pr6- _ 
vant, 
Leaſt they overſee that you ſee over. And 
_ Ent. 2 Citizens. . FBeat 
My Maſter would ſpeak with you.. A F 
I Cite, All haijle to you Sir. To 
Thor, All arealike to me,ftorm;hay!l or fnow; bo 
T rak: them thankfully. och 
You two were (worn ovyerſcers and performers. Thi 
of my will. At 
Tell me, how goes the Abbey forward ? WI 
2 -Citt. 'Tis allmoſt finiſher Sir, 
Thorn. When ir is finiſht, le have it ded; cared | ? 
Unto the Monks of St Benedia's Order ; 
And fiance I haye no child to keep my fame, of Ot 
; 
| 
| 
4 
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Je call it Thorny- Abbey by my name. 
headjz Cr. We ſhall perform your: charge : good 
Sir for pitty 
\t leaſt remember your moſt wrerched daughrer, 
Thorn. You tear my heart, when you but men- 
thi tion her; 
Verc every penny that is mine a pound, 
nd the leaſt part of ir given for her dowry 
ould raife her ro:the Title of a Queen : 
wShe never ſhould poſſeſs it. Herfoul fin 
Hath brought myne age with ſorrow: to the 
grave. | 
2 Citt. Poor ſoul, ſhe ſpends herhours in a re- 
cluſ-.e life 
With holy Nunnes , and lives a votarift in Holy- 
Th well; 


That-comfort, Sir , ſhould ſomewhat eaſe your 
"7 grief 
Thorn. It does, it does, and draws down tears 
t, to heart, | 


>| Give era conſtant heart 2 oh powerfull beavenl 
Still to perſeve. e in thar pious end. 
And as a Ggne thac 1 forgive, ſoſhecontinues 
firme, 
- [Bear her this bleſſed roken ſenrfrom me : 
A Fathers gift, and charge her carefully 
'To look upon this head, and thereſele@- 
| Reaſons ro anſwer all the Arguments 
Of Heſh and blood ; there ſhe ſhall ſee 
The perfet way to find eternity. 
And ſo for ever may your ſoulcs be bleft ; 
Whilſt from the world and you 1 thus take reft, 


”, 

— Are they gone; then Lobſter Jay about 
thee: 

Open thy mouth, and let in theſe 


More 


ro ne 7 Þ 
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Morſels of mortality to gorge thy hunger, - | Ew 
Well, i'le in to a corner and feed like a " | 


Soldier, Ab 

Ent. Edmund and Biſhop, | hs 

Edm. Seck not to diſallow my good intent,| B3s/ 
For I muſt viſit her. {With 
Biſh. To give your grace ſome ſatisfaQion, |That 
Ile paſs a lictle with Religions Orders: | {xjyec 
Forne're no man , unleſs a Frier in confeſſion, |Who 
Might meer in mm with a ſacred Nunne, Allc 
Edm. High ſeated Iove far meaner ſhapes dif and! 
rake, | He 1a 


When he did viſit his fair Parramour, 
And ſhall I , that ama morrall then diſdaine| Fear 
The holy habit of a frolick Fryer ? 1ha 
No Reverent man,ftand it with thy good liking Tha 
T hat ſhape above all other 1 would take, 


BiſÞ, You ſhall, in hope your deeds | A 
Shall noway tend to a&ts of ſaciiledge. |: B 
Edm. To ſacriledge : no our thoughts are pu 
and free 
From the leaſt.thought of ſuch a horrid crime: E 
The habit] will take onely becauſe f Tx 
1 would beadmitted to her urknown. | Co 
Biſh. Your thoughts are noble Sir, and weld . 
aſſiſt you : oY 
Puts on a Fryer's ſhape. | In 
Put on this habit, and affe& your wiſhes, + In 
Let me alone to get admittance for you. | He 

Em. How doe you like me in this habit , mj 

| Lord? 

Bi:h. Now. by my holy Order, Royall L Se 
You in this ſhape may be admitred i Ev 
Unto ail our Nunres, and bea he! per It 
To increaſe their tote. 4 77 

_|Ein| + 
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Edm. There will be one the leſs by her I fear, 


din Ent. Abeſſe and Nunnes. 
' Ab. Yourhumble hand-maids, High and Re- 
verent Lord, 
Thus bow themſelves before your Fatherhood, 
it, Bich. We come grave Lady to have conference 
With one of your Religious Vorarifts, 
ln, |That has, we hear, without Confeſſion 
Lived many years in this your Nunnery : 
n,fWhoſe Father being a worthy Cittizen , 
{All careleſs of his life hath left his calling, 
dif and by the River Thames , a mile from London, 
He late hah builded up a famous Abbey, 
Call'd by his own name , Thorny ; and for this, 
e | Fearing ſome ſin of hers hath thus inforc't him; 
| [1 have here brought a holy Confeſlor, 
0gf That finding the true cauſe , we may appear 
To reconcile her to her Fathers love. 
Ab. 'Tis a pious work. 
B:sh.Is ſhe not here amongſt theſe holy Siſters? 
uf 4b. No, my good Lord, goon andcall her 
forth. 
*:t Edm. Yle be her Confeſſor. 
- Bib, And will not trouble your deyotion ; 
.| Come holy Siſter, leavethem ro themſelves. 
4 Ab, Beleeve me gratious Loid-, I know no 
cauſe | 
! In her that ſhould inforce her Father 
In ſuch ſort to eſtrange his love, 
Her life is modeſt, chaſte and vertuous. 


Ent. Anne with a deaths-head. 


See nere, ſhe comes ſadly alone : 

Ever in grief and contemplation. 

It is the Reverent Biſhop holy Daughter, 
That here has brought a holy Confeſſour 


 +- 


q 


To 
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To have ſome conference abour your Father, 


Edm. Oh! who can ſee a beauty-muffiled.yo07h at YO 
Thus like the ſun in a malignant —_— as, Elſe che 
And not ſhed tears: Beauteous Nun, | Will pu 
I camefcom your Farther. Nor ne 

An. My Father? oh ! holy powers for re hint O! I ar 
That has forgorten me: Ss Vie pray C Le An ( 
He neyer more will ſce me but in death, | | E* 
As _ ſad roken ſent mewitneſſerh; Edm. 
And 'tis more wellcome commi gTo ent! 

8 hands | maing from: þ And yo 
Then all earths pleaſure: here I'le learn to You or 
And never grieve him with my memory. hd 
This obje& rells me, thar this life is vain, | Put ou 
All come from car;h and muſt co earth agin.. His pl: 

tdi. A good reſolve a vertuous perſuafion; Mine | 
But tell mc faire?, wh:t was the cauſe " Oh : If 
mo m_ your Father ro for{ake you thus? Nay ” 
n. Heaven iT 
Cn pardon him , I pray , that ſun +/,, 

Edm. Him ? who ? why ? were chere more Ori- gs 

ginalls | . AR. 
Then your ſelf? | A = 

An, Ot: toly Frier, 'et thar otn | ye 

| . 

T may hurr one by th G confeliia. m_ wow 
Which once | dearly loved, bi.r woe is me, _ wy 
Edm. What was he 2 \p-ak,for you are fivors jh it 
To open every icruple of your conſcience is fo 
To your Confcflor that hi: ſavienc judgment Whic] 
May mtinifter a balſome to your wounds : nd 1 
— oy of vertuo s counfſei: -ha:'s diftilde | Leſt If 
rom heurnfiined co-(-!1 of a rongue de oh; 


T a: {t || ſpeaks truth Play c:e good Chi | : 
Daw ferih the filthy ulcers oc: + ay 


hat 1 


bas Andir 
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hat your immaculate good may ſillreſt ſound: 
Eliſe the corrupted fiſtula of Sin | 
Will putrifie the pureſt of your goodneſs: 
Nor need you fear I willdi!c'ole, 
For lam ſworn ever to keep itcloſe, | 
An O! holy Facher , pray for me ,and him 
l once did love. 
E1m. 1t is my duty for to pray for him , 
To entreat the-powers aboveto quit his ſin, 
And yours : what ere it were, but one 
You once did love ; in that there is no ſin. 
An. Not , if the hearts berrue; * _ 
Bur ours mer n0t, and there my {orrow greW. 
His place wa high , and eminent in State 3 
Mine low of birth, and moſt unfortunate... 
Oh ! let me name his Namewith Reverence, 
Re is a Royal , great and gracious Prince : 
Nay mote, he's now a King. 
Eim. But tell me pray , x 
Was not your love equally paid from him? 
An.Oh no!his very thought yet comforts: me? - 


Tet”tis forhim 1 live in miſery. = 
Lord Edmund , Brother to the King deceaſt, 
ade mebelieve he lov'd me, and I thought 
is oaths and proteſtations l;ke himſelf 
10uld all be Noble, true and virtuous. 
ÞOrendred up my Virgiaſtate to him : 
Oh! then my grief began ; he ſoon forgot 
is former vows, and ieft me big with-child, 
Which being by my Father once eſpide, = 
jand I not daring tro make known my love, 
Leſt Iſhould wrong the Prince: imrageand grief 
He thruſt wefocth his doors : exclaim?'d on me, 
aking ſuoh grief unto is aged heart, p 
bat neyer ſince he would acknowledge me; | 
Pndinagraye he leads a life ſo poor, 
C 


That 
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That to my heart it is 8 grievous ſore, 

The angry Fares have all conſpird to ſhow 

The molt that the:r enraged power can do, 

My tather's heart hath quice renounc't his child, 
And my :ﬀ:ctions from my {elf exil'd. 

1] onely with my haſty hour-glaſs:cun, 

And with my cares my daily tears were done. 


Eam. i he King is juſt; how-can there be then | 


Such unexpeRed Conitancy in men? 
Anne: My noble King is juſt , 10 whoſe royal 
þ:cift, | 
"Tis too great bo!dneflſe,for me to make requeſt; 
I amtoo mean for him to think upon , 
Long may he live, and long t' enjoy his own; 
That everlaſting dayes may Crown his-head, 
Shall be my pray'rs' while here 1'me Tloiſtered, 
Edm. What a ſoul of Virtue hath this woman} 
* «Anne, My father's Legacy , this Sceletor 
Shall be my mate, and ſole Companion; 
This face will not deceive me: 'tis my dea 
And counſtant tucour, 1 will it hear ; 
And in my armes for ever ſhall it lye, 
*Ti:1 death and duſt havehid my miſery. 
Edm. Oh my heart,how heavy art thou grown! 


My lord Biſhop, 1 can no longer own 

This F:yars Coul, for I muſt now iter 
My ſeif, ſh'has ſuffer'd for my woes. 

But yet Vie ſtay and ſee the eyenc ofall. | 


Enter F3ltſhire, young Edmund, and Abbeſſe, 


Feodf Here comes your fair Son, | 
To ſec you, Nun. of 
Awn. Oh my dear Child! 
Young Edm. Am 1 a King's Son, Mother ? : 

w 


Wit 


An. idare not ſay ,thoy att z yer-heayen 
knowes it, 


Th. 


| 


_ 
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Wilt. Our good King's fair ſoul hath con- 
feſt it, 
An. My duty on my knees I render him, 
Beſceching you to aſlure hi> Majeſty, 
Thar if the holy vows of fahtull heares, 


| Witnett by heaven, may m-k- a marriage lawful 


W:ihour this earthly ceremonious ſtate, 
This c::i1d 1s onely hi- leg't mate. | 
Edam. 1 can forbcarno ionger , Ibelieyerhee, 
.Come to my ſoul, thou beſt of women! 
W:thin this ſmall ciccumference- of my armes- 
1 hold a j-wel, 
That which i priſe more then my diadem. 
Come my dear }Jove. 
Ar. Oh my dear Lord ! 
Avb. The King turn'd Friar? | 
Edm. Come 1 muit rake away your Votaris. 
Abb. Your Highneſs may command, fo ſhe 
be pleas d. 
I could my ſelf change ſtates, to beſo rais'd.' 
Edm. Dry np. theſe tears,all grief is overthrown. 
An. Content. be yours; 1 am no more my- 
own, | 
But Ot !. my Father. : 
Edm.: Has*ioft himſelf in grief; butwhen he 
hears 
-Our ſacred union , he'll find®new joys : 
Come my fair Queen; ſet toitward to our 
Courr,: | 
Wherewe't eſpouſe thee. On Reverend Biſkop,: 
Thy hand ſhall joyn us ; let all people ſing,” 
Anne Thorny's wife. unto Great Englands Kinge' 
Ent, 01d Thorny, led by an Angel: 


Th.” Oh ! ſtay ; thoy Miniſter, yet ſpeak ro me 
C23 Why 


__— 
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Wiy-haſt thou led me all this filent nicht | 
"Bout this large bujlding , as if y'ou'd ſurvey | 
Their workmanſhip and (tatelinefle , 
1 did nor for my ſelf ere this pile ; 
1 have a Pallace for my proper uſe. 
Ang. From-the white path of bleſt Eternitie , 
I'me (ent ro comfort thy mortality : | 
Periſevere Thorny , as thou hiſt begun | 
Thou ſhalt be made a b:ight Celeitiall Sun , 
And with a quice of Angels thou ſhalt ſing. 
Thy pilgrimaye and toyl is almoſt ended, 
And now attiv'd whither thy ſteps have tended, 
Leaving the world and her abortive race, 
And fit as King ia an immaculate place. Exe, 
ſhor. Into what Sphear is my tranſcending 
ſoul 
—_ from the earth; me thinks eyea now, 
TL ice | 
How death comes in, topart this world and me. 
Ye haſt weto my tombe, and meet thee there. 
Whatho my man ; wake Sirrak, riſe, and leave 
My ſilent tomb: I'le now go ſleep my (elf. 
Lob. | can never reſt , ſleeping nor waking: 
This *tis to ſerve a Mater that's troubled with 
Chollimolly. Some talk. of taking pleaſure in 
their bed, 1'm ſure I rake none there; for 1/am 
almoſt aſleep before IlH$o'to bed , and iam call'd 
up before | wake. And this. my maſters bed, 
that he ſayes ſhall be his grave, is none ofthe 
ſofteſt , and turely none of the eafieſt neither ; 
forific werehe would not talk ſo much of ic, He 
thinks, ſays and ſpeaks ofnothing elie, but of 


as plum-PuDDING, good pouder'd beef, mutton 
or veal, tuikies or capons, pallties or tarts ; there 
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were ſome comfore towards the keeping np of 
this poor frail fizth. Burt he*s alwayes peeping on 
2 bare deadmin's head, talking of grim death, of 
an hourglaſſe run out, and of tapers that are 
burnt, and ſuch like heavy ſtuffe, that my weak 
ſtomack can't digeit. Weil,1'le walk eaſily home 
and ſee what 1oan hath provided for us; for un- 
leſſe I do look after all, we ſhall have nothing, 
| Exit. 
Thorney awakes and enters, 


Thus, thus my joyes are quiteextinguiſht, never 

To be reviv'd : thus gon , thus gon forever. ' 

Oh world, whar art thou:naught but diſcontent, 

A Chaos of confuſion, making man repent 

All his delight and pleaſure he hath paſt; _ 

Thar bringeth naught bur miſery ar laſt. * 

Oh heaven! how-much unto thee am 1 bound? 

That I an end of this my grief have found ;. 

And through this pilgrimage of life at laſt * 

With patience through it 1 have gone and paſt; 

But oh ! the ſad remembrance of my child 

Has drawn back my grief , that now was quite 
exil'd; - 

Still gripes my heart ; but being now to die, 

All dying men ſhould end in charity. 

I doe forgive her now : doe thou ſo heayen, 

And then the debt of her defame is even. 


Enter Young Edmund, Wiltſhire and Woodford. 


Young Edm Good Sir,where,where's my grand- 
father * 
Pray ſhew him me, 
That 1 may ask his bleſſing on my knee. 
Thorn, Ha ! what apparition's this-? T was 
awake eycn now , G--k Why. 


£ . 
> 
_- 
o 
"W] 


"Why doe you turn afide? 
Ye ne're .more fſce.. thee, nor thy: onhy 


y&nd for her. memory, even Thee I hare : 
Yet though | ſee thee not, thus on thy head 
. Ile backward. lay my hand, and bend my knee, 


_ Ezeely forgive her > and io heaveas doe prays 
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Why doe you kneel, or thus Rand bare about me) 
You = not worſhip me, I'me ſure; 1am no 
' Idol; - 
You hear me ſpeak, 1 hope. 
VFood. We think no leſs , but that you area 


man, 
And' living ; | 
Thorn. Pray, pardon me, 1 doenot come at 
Court. | 
You ſee good Sir, what doting age can doe: 
It is my duty then to kneel to you. 13 
FVood. Stand up, good Sir, alas ! why doe you 
kneel ? 
[> 


This, MF. Thorney , is the RES | 


Thorn. Stand up my DaughtersSony 
And tempt no more my. re{olution : 


- Mother Queen, 
Though. trap't with. all the-ornaments of ſtare: 


With ſighs and cears to pull a bleſſing down, |! 
Shall be-more pretious then thy fathers Urown;. 
Let heaven 2nd holy angels ever {pread ; 
Their bleſt beatitudes upon. thy head ; 

Peace crown thy days ;'all graces thee attend, | 
And to thy race, let chy race never end ; 

Live Jong in .virtue , let thy good o'regroy 

thee, 

.Or dic before thy bad ſhall overfhrow thee; | 
Nay riſe my Child, thy face ne're more 1'le fee} 
Bur pray to ſend thee bleſt eternitie : | 
Commend me co thy Mother ; lay, that 


T0 
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Towipe her deep inſculped fins aways _ 
And though on earth ſhe now is placed high, 
Oh ! iec herne'rerranſcend Humili:y. - 
My ſtarrs burn dim ; my times ſand-glafs is run, 
Record what for a daughter I have done ; 
And tothe King, my Royal Son, ſay thus, 
That his bale Father dy'd ambitious. 
For when his fainting body thus ſunk down, 


His foul flew up to beav'n , to gain a Crown. 
'* " Toung Ed: O my Grandfire ! + Dye 


YVood. 1 want tears to lament his miſery. 
VVilt. Waere's the Reverend man? 
VVood. He's dead, he's dead. | 
My good Lord of Wiltthice , | 
Before the gaſp of his laſt breath was gon, 
(His ſpeech being: ufher'd with a deep feteht 
roan, 
Through the ſad confluence and miſtie throng 
Of his qiſtrated thoughts) his feeble tongue 
Dropt _=_ theſe words 3 Thus fleet, thus tratte 
ior 
Is mans delight » and all that paintedglorty . 
Poor earth.can give : Nor wealth, nor bloud, 
nor beauty 


| Canquic the debt, that neceſſary duty 


They owe to change and time; but like aflow'e 
They flouriſh now, and fade within an hour. 
Wilt. The world is like a Play, hisglafs is run, 
Death afts the Epilogue, and thus his dayes are 
done. 
The Won and:- Queen are come to . comfort 
im. 
YYod. They come too late, . | 
Whiclewinds ot grief has overwhelm'd lifes. 
ſtate, 
VVile, He is then dead, 
C 4. Alas? .. | 


p—— 
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Alas ! this ſuddain death 
Will ftrik2z the Court with grief and hes 
But hatk, they FE. 
Ent. King , $ 
King. Where's aged .d Thorny? ? 
Nuee, Where's my diſpleaſed Father 2 


VVoodf. Here's his Effigies drawn unto. the 


life : 
By the grave workman of mortality, 

All dreading death : this. do:h prefigura 
Man's pilgrimage 5 on carth whole |. 
tend. 

To bring his life unto his journyes end. 
2uecn. O me! unhbappie eyes, rain 

bring drops, 


And with them, here embalme my Father; 


Corps. 
Had I but got his bleſſing e'cc he died, 
I had bin happy. 

Toung Edam. You want not that, Mothe 
For in his bleſſing me, he did name you, 
And ſcnt to you a bleſt Beatiruce. 

Ryeen. Heaven quit him fur't : let 

* Court 
In black lament has Geeks 


© ueen and Attendants. 


yinel;: 


te 
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And let's in fighes chaunt forth his requiem 3 


. And to expreſs my love unto the Hearſe , 


Fiom whence I came , the Nuns 1'ie tree! 
Five hundred pounds a year whites ther 1 

King. And 1'le make ſure thy gift. And 
His old lamented Corps let be convai 'd 
Upon a Chatiot, lin'd and overlaid 
With Sables; then to receive the Crown 
Prepar'd for Virtue and deſerv'd Renown 
Where now we leave him ro be full pcflet 
Of endleſſe peace and eyecicting Reit, 


live. 


all the 


y give 


| now, | 
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Set on ro Courr, *cill a fit time doth call 
To ſolemnize this mournfull Funeral ?: 
And while the world ſhall laſt, old Thorny's 


name | 
S'.all live recorded in the book —_ 
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